LA  CLE DES CHANTS

'The greatest good,' wrote Spinoza, *is the knowledge of
the union which the mind has with the whole nature*,
and those who have found this out, who have opened
Nature's Dictionary of Synonyms, do not wish for any
other. But we live in a civilisation in which so few can
experience it, where 'Le vrai, c'est le secret de quelques-
uns*, where those who have been fortunate are like
competitors in a treasure hunt who, while the others are
still elbowing each other about and knocking things
over, in silence discover the clue, know that they are
right and sit down.

Moreover, even as obscure poisons, foci of infection,
septic teeth and germ-crowded colons play a part in the
origins of insanity, so do slums, great cities, proletarian
poverty and bourgeois boredom, or tyrannies of family
and herd contribute to obscure our sense of union with
the physical world. * The misery of mankind is manifold'
and breeds everywhere the despair, fear, hate and des-
truction which ulcerate our peace. Nature is banished
from our civilization, the seasons lose their rhythm, the
fruits of the earth their savour, the animals, co-heirs of
our planet, are wantonly exterminated, the God within
us is denied and the God without. Wisdom and serenity
become treasures to be concealed and happiness a lost
art. Resentment triumphs; the frustrated * Have-nots*
massacre the * Haves*. We are in fact within sight of
achieving a world neurosis, a world in which atrophy of
the instincts (except that of herd-slaughter), abuse of the
intellect and perversion of the heart will obliterate our
knowledge of the purpose of life: humanity will choke in
its own bile.

When the present slaughter terminates humanity can
survive only through a return to the idea of happiness as
the highest good, happiness which lies not in Power or ia
the exercise of the Will, but ia the flowering of the spirit,
and which in an unwarped society should coincide with
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